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T he Htflorie of 

lice mads a blufliing citall of himfelfCj 
And chid his trewant youth with fuch a grace. 

As it he maflrcd there a double fpiri t 
Of teaching, and of learning inftantly : 

There did hepaufe’, but let me tell the world, 
Ifheout-Iiuethccnuicofthis day, 

did neucr owe fo fwcetca hope, 

So much mifeonftrued inhis wantonnclTc. 

Hot. Coofen,! thinice thou art enaippred - 
, On his follies ; neucr did I heare 
Ofany Princcfowildeatlibertie : 

Butbc hcas he.will,yctGnceercnighc> 

I will imbrace him with a Souldiers arme, 
Thathefliallrtirinke vndermy curtefie. 

Arme, arme with fpecd,and fellow’s fouldiecs, friends. 

Better con fider what you haue to doc, 

That I that hauenot well the gift of tonguCj, 

Can liftyour blood vp withperfwafion. 8mr a Mefengef. 

Mejf. My Lord, here arc Letters for you. 

Hot. I cannot read themnow. 

O, Gentlemen, the time ofiife is fliort j 
To fpend that thortnelfc bafeiy, Were too’long; 

If lifedidride vponaDialspoynt, 

Still ending at the arriuall ofan hotire. 

And if we hue, we line to treed on Kinges, 

If die, brauc death, when Pfincesdie with vs. 

Now for our Confcienccs,thc' Amies is faire, 
w)scn the intent for bearing them is iulf. Safer aaother* 

Mojf, Lcrd,preparc,lhc Ktnjr comes oh apace. 

Hot. I-thankc,him,thithecutsme from my tale; 
Forlprpfeflenot talkingj'Onely this, 

Lcteachmandoc hisbcfttandhcrcdrayvla Sword, 

Whofe temper I intend to ftaihe 

With the befl: blood that I can meet withail, 

In theaduenturcof this perilous day. 

Now cfpcrance Percy, and fet oii^ 

Sound all the loftie iilftruments of Wane,/ 

And. by that mu(ifk0;kt vs all imbrace, ^ 
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Benrie the fourth 

Forheauen to earth, foire of vs neucr fliall, 

A fecond time do fuch a curtefie. . 

Here they embrace, the Trumpets foundyhsKinyr enters veith his 
pewer, alarme to the Battell; then enier‘J)owglas, and Sir 
fValter Blurt. ^ 

'Blunt. What is-thy name, that in Battell thus thou croUeft IBCJ 
What honourdoft thou feeke vpon my head? 

J)en>. Know tben,my name is 
And I doe haunt thee in the Battell thus, * . 

Becaufc feme tell me, that thou art a King. 

Blunt. They tell thee true. 

Drsvg. The Lord of Stafflord'd earc to day hath bought ■ , 

■ Thy hkencffc.for in Bead of thee, King Harry 
This Swprd hath ended hitR,fo iliall it thee, 

Vclcffc thou yccld thee as a Prifoncr. 
f Blunt. I was not borne to yccld, thou proud Sot^ 

And thou fhalt find a King that will rcuenge 
Lord Staffords death. 

They figt, Dmglaskils Blunt\ then enters Hotjpur. 

Hot. ODff)Pf4«,hadft thou fought zxHolvsedon thus,^ 
Itneucrhad triuraphtouera.S'ctfr. 

Denvg, Als donc,alswon,herGbreathlcs lyes the King. . 

Hot. Where} Dmvg. Hcere. 

Heti T<his,D«v^^ } no,T khow this face full well, 
AgallantKnight he was,his name was Blunt‘d 
Semblabl y furnilht like the King himfelfe. 

‘Dorog. Ah foole,goc with thy foulc whither it goes,. . 

A borrowed title haft thou bought too dcarc. 

Why didft thou tell me, that thou wert a King^ 

Hot. ThcKinghath many marching in his Coates. 

Dmg. Now by my Sword, I will kill all bis Coates, 

He murder all his W ardropc piece by piece, 
VntilllmectetheKing. H»tk Vp and away. 

Our Souldiers ftaad full fairely for the day, 

Alarme, enter Falfialffe fetus, 

FaJf. Though I could fcape ftrot-free at I fearc the 

ffeot here, here’s no fcoringbut vpon the pate . Soft, who are 
Sir Walter Blunt, xh.ete'% honour for you, here’s no vanitic, 
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